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SCHOOL  AT-HOME  EDITION 


THE  PRESIDENT’S  MESSAGE 


Well,  it  seems  that  they’re  having 
trouble  getting  enough  copy  for  this 
issue,  so  here  goes  another  few  hun- 
dred words.  Now  get  this  straight.  I 
am  not  going  to  try  to  coax  anyone  to 
buy  a ticket  for  the  School  At-Home. 
Why?  Because  it  just  isn’t  necessary. 
All  that  is  necessary  is  to  ask  any  of 
the  fellows  who  have  been  regular  at- 
tendants for  four  and  five  years. 
They’ll  give  you  an  earfull,  and  no 
foolin’. 

Without  doubt  our  At-Home  has  the 
reputation  of  being  absolutely  the  best 
dance  of  the  academic  year.  You  won't 
find  anything  to  touch  it  from  the  “Port 
Credit  Old  Boys’  and  Old  Girls’  Annual 
Carpet-Ball  Tournament  and  Virginia 
Reel  Contest”  to  the  Dinner  Dance  in 
the  Cannibal  Islands.  It’s  a fact  that 
a friend  of  mine  has  had  six  Arts  men 
after  him  for  tickets  and  I know  two 
or  three  who  are  expecting  me  to  do 
my  best  for  them. 

Just  before  I get  back  to  my  Organic 
Chemistry,  let  me  add  this  parting  shot. 
If  you  don’t  like  the  best  food,  the  hot- 
test music  and  the  smartest  of  smart 
women — stay  away  from  the  School 
At-Home. 

J.  D.  Wright. 


AFTER  THE  AT-HOME 

“Good  night,  dear.  The  evening  was 
but  a moment”. 

"Let  me  know  when  you've  a minute 
to  spare  and  we’ll  spend  a week-end 
together”. 


As  far  as  the  back-yard  fence  is  con- 
cerned, there’s  a lot  to  be  said  on  both 
sides. 


“Have  you  ever  been  tempted  to 
shoot  your  husband?” 

“Yes,  several  times”. 

“What  did  you  do?” 

“I  shot  them”. 


“Statue  ?” 

“Yes.  That’s  me.” 


FEATURES  OF  THE  AT-HOME 

On  Friday  evening,  Feb.  22,  at  9.00 
p.m.,  a large  number  of  members — 
both  past  and  present — of  the  Faculty 
of  Applied  Science  and  Engineering- 
will  gather  in  the  Crystal  Ball  Room 
of  the  King  Edward  Hotel  for  the 
finest  faculty  function  of  the  year, — 
namely  the  School  At-Home. 

On  this  occasion,  the  “chosen  few,” 
both  blonde  and  brunette,  will,  under 
the  guidance  of  the  socially  elite  of  the 
undergraduate  body,  usually  designated 
by  the  words  “school  men”,  be  escorted 
through  the  shimmering  shades  and 
shadows  of  the  scintillating  ball  room 
to  the  accompaniment  of  rapturous, 
Romanellian,  rushin’,  rhapsodies. 

The  orchestra  has  been  given  a great 
deal  of  consideration,  having  been  gen- 
erally agreed  upon  by  the  committee  to 
be  (with  the  exception  of  “milady”) 
the  prime  essential  for  a good  party. 
With  this  end  in  view,  Luigi  Romanelli 
with  his  legion  of  merrimakers,  com- 
posed of  fifteen  operators  with  their 
attendant  melodious  music  and  crash- 
ing noise-manufacturing  machinery 
have  been  engaged  to  perform  between 
the  hours  9.00  p.m.  to  2.00  a.m. 

Probably  the  next  point  of  major 
interest  is  “where  and  when  do  we 
eat".  The  “where”  is  on  the  first  floor 
in  the  main  and  Oak  dining  rooms. 
The  “when”  is  from  11.30  to  12.30, 
right  between  the  eighth  and  ninth 
dances.  And,  of  course,  the  supper 
itself  is  a point  of  paramount  import- 
ance and  it  was  thought  by  those  in 
charge  that  a spread  of  chicken  salad, 
tutti  frutti,  demi-tasse  plus  minor  de- 
tails, perhaps  would  tickle  the  tender 
tissues  of  the  imbibing  palates. 

Contrary  to  previous  custom  the  com- 
mittee are  advancing  a step  and  intend 
to  add  to  the  inherent  beauty  of  the 
Ballroom  something  in  the  way  of  dec- 
orations which  are  distinctively 
“school”.  These  are  being  made  behind 
the  lines  and  must  be  “scene”  to  be 
appreciated. 

As  a matter  of  fact  the  whole  prin- 
ciple on  which  the  dance  is  being  ar- 
ranged is  that  we  must  have  something 


different  and  still  not  depart  from  all 
the  fundamentals  that  make  a party. 
This  has  been  borne  in  mind  in 
choosing  the  novelties.  And  again  we 
re-iterate — “Wait  and  see”. 

There  are  a limited  number  of  printed 
formal  invitations  left  which  may  be 
obtained  to  send  to  your  partner.  Just 
see  Miss  Bradshaw  and  pay  for  your 
ticket,  in  turn  she  will  give  you  an 
invitation  and  take  your  name,  then  you 
call  for  your  ticket  on  Friday. 

Under  the  patronage  of  Mrs.  Mit- 
chell, Mrs.  Bain,  Mrs.  Haultain,  Mrs. 
Guess,  Mrs.  Wright,  Mrs.  Allcutt  and 
Mrs.  Loudon  who  have  kindly  consent- 
ed to  be  present  in  that  capacity,  it  is 
only  reasonable  to  expect  one  of  the 
best  “At-Homes”  ever. 

In  conclusion,  let’s  see  the  Architects 
discard  their  futuristic  ideas,  the  Civils 
their  draughting  boards,  the  Miners 
their  shovels,  the  Mechanicals  their 
machine  design,  the  Chemicals  their 
H2S,  and  the  Metallurgists  their  slags, 
and  everyone  don  their  duds  for  the 
School  At-Home  next  Friday  evening 
and  night. 

G.  M.  Gray, 

Chairman,  School  At-Home 
Committee. 


We  see  that  Lindbergh  is  being  mar- 
ried to-morrow. 


Some  day  John  Emerson  will  be  in- 
troduced to  the  girl,  and  then  he’ll  have 
no  excuse  to  ask  “Who  is  she  ?’’ 


“I’m  a different  man  since  I met  that 
girl.” 

"How  come?” 

"I  gave  her  the  wrong  name  and 
address.” 


“T-t-t-t-take  th-that  c-c-c -caterpillar 
off  m-m-me  q-q-q-quick.” 
“W-w-w-where  is  it?” 

“N-n-n-never  m-mind.  It’s  f-f-flown 
away.” 


“I'm  suffering  from  starvation.” 
“How  did  it  happen?” 

“1  guess  it  must  be  something  I 
didn’t  eat.” 
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AN  ARCTIC  EXPEDITION 


Back  in  the  days  gone  by,  General 
Umbrella  Nobile  became  oppressed  by 
the  heat  in  Eye-tally,  and  decided  he 
needed  a trip  to  the  North  Pole  in  a 
dirigible  by  way  of  a holiday.  So  he 
called  together  all  the  experts  (i.c., 
School  Grads)  and  they  proceeded  to 
plan  the  big  ship. 

It  wus  decided  that  the  best  material 
for  the  gas  bag  was  silk,  in  view  of 
the  long  “run”  that  had  to  be  made. 
So  a national  Save  Our  Silk  w’eck 


was  inaugurated,  and  all  the  ladies 
saved  up  the  things  one  sees  in  the  ad- 
vertisements. Here  a difficulty  pre- 
sented itself.  The  grand  total  of  the 
donations  from  1,234,567,890  patriotic 
women  amounted  only  to  enough  to 
cover  the  left  fin.  In  this  crisis  the 
natives  of  Siberia  saved  the  situation. 
To  the  last  man  they  gave  their  silk 
underwear,  which  is  so  popular  in  that 
country,  and  went  about  shivering  for 
the  rest  of  the  season. 

The  engines  installed  were  of  the 
illuminating  gas  type.  One  designer 
suggested  using  the  hydrogen  from  the 
gas  bag  as  fuel,  and  putting  the  ex- 
haust back  into  the  bag.  Finally,  the 
gas  works  of  the  city  of  Roam  were 
installed  to  supply  the  motors. 

The  crew  were  specially  picked,  and 
were  given  a course  in  Arcticulation. 
All  applicants  were  tried  out  in  the 
cold  storage-room  of  the  local  meat 
packing  company.  Any  who  could  work 
up  a violent  perspiration  while  en- 
gaged in  a fast  game  of  chess  in  that 
room  were  immediately  hired.  One 
man  was  so  good  in  that  respect  that 
he  made  the  refrigeration  machinery 
work  backwards.  He  was  promptly 
signed  as  first-mate. 

So  one  morning  the  hired  man  used 
the  bicycle  pump  on  the  big  bag,  and 
General  Umbrella  told  his  wife  that  he 
would  be  away  all  day  and  half  the 
night  (nine  months),  and  that  he 
promised  to  bring  home  a Hudson  seal 
for  her,  and  no,  he  hadn’t  forgotten 
his  rubbers,  and  yes,  he  thought  that  a 
pet  walrus  would  be  just  too  cute  for 
the  children. 

One  little  mishap  occurred  on  the 
trip  north.  The  air  was  lumpy,  and 
the  chief  engineer  lost  everything,  in- 
cluding his  dinner,  his  false  teeth,  and 
his  faith  in  the  ship. 

On  reaching  the  pole,  the  General 
found  it  covered  with  snow  as  though 
it  had  not  been  used  for  some  time. 
He  proceeded  to  excavate,  hoping  to 
use  the  big  stick  as  a mooring  mast. 
When  the  digging  was  completed,  it 
was  discovered  that  the  pole  had  been 
cut  into  firewood  by  the  "axis"  of  the 
earth.  A further  disappointment  was 
the  fact  that  it  was  evident  that  the 
General  was  not  first  on  the  scene,  for 
a large  placard  nailed  to  the  Pole  pro- 
claimed to  all  and  sundry — 

“Come  to  the  School  At-Home, 
Friday,  February  the  22nd,  at  the  King 
Edward  Hotel". 

Greatly  cast  down,  the  party  started 
homeward.  Before  they  had  gone 
more  than  twice  the  distance  from 
Hart  House  to  the  nearest  car  line, 
Umbrella  exclaimed,  “I  sure  would  like 
a little  drop".  Just  then  some  mis- 
guided person  used  the  balloon  for  a 
pin  cushion,  and  the  whole  outfit  was 


precipitated  on  the  ice  with  a crash 
that  jarred  the  galvanometers  in  the 
electrical  building. 

For  weeks  they  played  poker  as  they 
waited  for  the  next  street  car.  All 
the  time  they  kept  getting  hungrier 
and  hungriest.  Soon  they  altered  the 
rules  of  the  game  so  that  the  winner 
carved  a steak  from  the  loser.  At 
last  it  came  to  the  point  where  some- 
one had  to  be  eaten.  So  they  rolled 
for  it.  The  third  assistant-to-the-man- 
who-changed-the-oil-in-the-motors  was 
the  loser. 

“Great”,  said  the  second-mate.  “I 
could  just  do  with  a rump  roast". 

He  pulled  out  a butcher  knife  and 
remarked  that,  even  if  he  were  not 
an  expert  in  that  line,  he  could  make 
a stab  at  it. 

“I'm  sorry,  but  I’m  afraid  you’re  out 
of  luck”,  returned  the  third  assistant- 
t o-t'h  e-man- u ho-cbanged-the-oil-in-the- 
motors.  “I  wear  Paris  Garters  and 
no  metal  can  touch  me". 

So  that  was  that. 

They  rolled  again  and  General  Um- 
brella lost,  but  after  a consultation  the 
crew  decided  not  to  eat  him. 

"I  thank  you  for  your  loyalty,  my 
men”,  was  the  General's  comment. 

“Oh,  it’s  not  that”,  returned  one. 
“The  trouble  is  you  have  halitosis". 

On  the  third  roll  an  ex- Schoolman 
suffered  a momentary  relapse  from  his 
proficiency  with  the  cubes,  but  he  was 
too  tough  even  for  starving  men. 

Just  as  they  were  about  to  fall  on 
the  fourth  loser,  someone  remembered 
that  it  was  Friday,  and  the  whole  idea 
was  abandoned  in  disgust. 

One  day  not  long  after,  the  General 
spotted  an  aeroplane  coming  his  wav, 
so  lie  ordered  all  the  men  to  go  cast 
a couple  of  icebergs  and  pick  some 
orchids  for  his  wife.  When  the  pilot 
landed  and  enquired  for  the  rest,  Um- 
brella told  him  they  had  a date  with 
some  Eskimo  wenches,  and  that  they 
were  out  fooling  around  the  Arctic 
“wastes”.  The  airman  packed  the  Gen- 
eral into  his  rumble  seat  and  they 
flew  away  to  the  Tuck  Shop  to  buy 
Eskimo  Pies.  But  when  they  arrived 
it  was  Saturday  afternoon,  so  they 
were  foiled  again. 

When  the  crew  returned  and  found 
Umbrella  gone,  they  were  so  angry 
that  they  hailed  the  nearest  taxi  and 
went  off  on  a bat  together.  And  the 
moral,  my  merry  men,  is  never  to  give 
orchids  to  your  wife. 


“Gee,  Mom.  a truck  just  ran  over 
Pop  and  mashed  him  all  over  the  pave- 
ment." 

“Willie!  How  many  times  have  1 
told  you  not  to  discuss  such  things 
when  I'm  eating?” 


